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WrrTTEN ON THE BAxks or TE THAMES 


NEAR ETON. 


Wu AT 1 voice of low and ſolemn ſound 


Comes wafted down the ſilent ſtream? 


Oh gentle Sleep, Kill hover round, 
If now the Poet ſhould but dream, 


It murmurs ſtill, with ſecret power 

To penetrate and melt the heart, 
Ah, let an humble Bard implore 

One bleſſing, and in peace depart, - 


'Tis paſt—and on the evening air 

Calm filence floats, and reigns again , 
Vet till the deep tone fills my ear 
And runs through every fecret vein. 
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“ Fond Youth, it ſaid, whoſe anxious eyes 
« Still turn with penſive ſad delight, 


Where yon fair ſpires which ſeek the ſkies, 
« Mark long-lov'd Eton to the fight : 


© Let gratitude. diſſolve thy breaſt; 
cc Ves, hold thoſe ſeats for ever dear, N 
«© But let the. ſigh be ſtill ſuppreſs'd, 
«© Nor ſtain theſe waters with a tear. 


© For though you left content behind, 
4. You gain'd ſome gifts of nobler uſe, 
&« A Heart above the world, a Mind 

«© No power can awe, no bribe ſeduce.” 


O Father of the winding ſtream, 

For ſurely thine this voice muſt be; b 
Thoſe tears which you ſo fruitleſs deem, 

Bring peace and ſweet relief to me. 


Vet 


CF 


Yet warn'd by you my willing heart 
The debt of gratitude ſhall pay, 


For Eton form'd her better part, 
And wafſh'd at leaſt ſome ſtains away. _—» 


. 
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If baſe dependence 1 deſpiſe, 8 
If, ſcorning names by birthright got, 3 

To fair applauſe I ſtrive to riſe, | 
Anxious to grace an bumble lot ; 


\ 


If ſtill to nobler motives true, 7 
My Muſe contemns the flatterer's part; 0.4 

If pomp*and power uhaw'd I view, 
And pay my homage to the heart; 
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If from theſe ſprings my actions low, 


\ 


If theſe opinions prompt my * ad 


My gratitude for all Fowe er Ro 
To this fair hog for 1. as rung. 
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. 
To Tis EVENING STAR. 


Oweer is the dewy cloſe of day: 
The hour of penfive thought is come, | 

O faireſt light! no more delay g 

Thy mild approach, but dart thy tay 


Along the gathering gloom. 


Some anxious lover waits thee now 
To bleſs with all he loves his bower, | 
Thankful for this, yet more when thou, 
Propitious to his frequent vow, 
Shalt bring an happier hour. 


Bleſt ſpirit! whoſe fair beams lead on 
The dim and feeble age of eve; 
Alas! too ſoon, when thou art gone, 
Foul Darkneſs, where thy footſteps ſhone, 


No lightſome trace will leave. 
Thy 


('9 1 
Thy voice is on the evening air 
Too ſoft, too gentle to alarm, 
Calm ſilence, ſhedding every where, . 
With cautious ſtep and liſtning ear, 
Her ſtill and ſacred charm. 1 


Short is thy hour, ſweet Child of light ! 
Yet leave Tranquillity behind ; 2 
Bid Peace attend the coming night, 
With every air that breathes delight, 
And huſh each bluſtering wind. 


For now perhaps her ſteps may ſtray | 

Through evening's calm, whoſe cold diſdain 

Rejects the Poet's humble lay; ho 

Ah, teach her eyes a kinder ray 
Though Love ſhould plead in vain. "i 


Ah, bleſs with peace her penſive hour, 

And gently, from thy treſſes bright, 
Thy welcome deus refreſhing pour 
On every ſoft reclining flow'r, 


| And check encroaching night. 
B 4 | Slow 


(= T3 


Slow Fe TR through the falling gloom, 
Each to his lofty waving neſt, | 

The Rooks, with thickning clamors come, 

From diſtant flights returning home, 
Warn'd by their hour of reſt. 


Each bird that cheers the ſofter hours, 
That lead the gladſome day along, 

Now ſeeks his mate, whilſt darkneſs low'rs, 

And yields to fleep his tuneful powers, 
Jill morn renew the ſong. | 


But I, whom grief returning meets, 

Delight unſeen alone to ſtray, 5 
Seek the dark wood*s obſcure retreats, 
Or mufing Sorrow's penſive ſeats, | 
And watch the cloſe of day. 


ODE 
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To THE THAMES, | | I 


' y HERE thro' its lovelieſt banks the fiream 
In all its pride of brightneſs flows, 5 


Where cloſer willows check the beam 
Which o'er the noon-tide glows, 
The Nymphs of Thames, with fond reſpect, 
At evening's coal and ſilent hour, 
With many a ruſh, and many a flower, 
The Poet's ſeat have deckt. 


« 
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Charm'd with the forg, each blooming ſweet,” 
That A pril-thow rs had ſcattered round, 
They brought to grace the penſive feat, . 

And ſtrew'd them Oer the ground: 
The lowly primroſe, wan and pale, 
The freſheſt turf of livelieſt hue, | 
The ſwelling bud, and violet blue, 
That ſcents the paſſing gale. 


* 


Say 


lie 
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Say, gentle Nymphs for filence there 

Too long has held her ſullen xeign ; 
Say, will ye now renew your care, 

To grace an humbler ſtrain. 
Of him, the father of the ſtream, 

| Whoſe train ye fill, whoſe thouſand ſprings 

Supply your urns,. the Poet ſings, 

His praiſe ſhall ſwell the theme. 


O chief of all the wat*ry ſcene |! 
Thy reverend temples ſhadow'd round 

Prefer their willow's fimple green, 
With native ruſhes bound, 

Before the crown rich Tagus wears, 
Wrought from his ſecret, golden ſtore, 
Or that which o'er his teeming ſhore 


Pactolus proudly rears, BY 
| | Let 
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SES . 5 
8 3 4 


(11. ) 

Let theſe with ſullen ſtate and pride 
Like Tyrants in themſelves retain 
The country's wealth, your genial tide 

No greedy hand ſhall ſtain, 
Content in plenty's fair increaſe, 
On every fide with joy you ſee 
The thriving labor's of the free, 
The ſolid wealth of peace. 


Why flow your waters frorfi their ſource 

So bright? unſtain'd, unſullied ſtill? | 
Why, but that freedom guides their courſe, 

Each eddie ſports at will. 0 
Unlike thoſe ſtreams of fickly hue 

Whoſe torpid waves unmoy'd remain, 

No cryſtal luſtre they retain, 

Nor more delight the view. | 
1x I Where 
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Where favor'd Windfors tow'ring height, 
The ruſtic Mufe's honor d ſear, 
Survey's thy ſtream, where lath to quit 
Thy beſt belov'd retreat, 
And turning oft paſt charms to view, 
Your winding ſtream you lead along, ') 
And mindful-of ſome former ſopg, 
Delay the laſt adieu. 


Beſide thoſe banks with grateful care, 

Thy N ymphs have ſtrew d the ſecret oy 
| For thither ſhall thy bard repair, | 
| | And oft at evening hour 
Wi Breath o'er thy filent waves a ftrain, 
| Whoſe numbers if you deign to hear, 

. Returning oft, I'll court thine ear, 


And fing thy praiſe again. 
Yet 


( "3 ) 
Yet linger ſtill, ſtill flowly wind, 


| For ſoon ſhall London's ſpires appear, 
1 , _— griev d to leave fair Kent behind, 
The mournful Naiad's tear | 
To briny waves converts the ſtream ; 
Yet, as you paſs, bid peace to me 
Beneath the ſhade, for thou ſhalt be 
The Poet's penſive theme. 


ODE 


i Ox a FAVOURITE SEAT. l 
I! IN yonder wood, where, unconfin'd, 4 
| Fair Nature roves ſtill wild and free, . 
4 Subdu'd of old by ſome rude wind, | 
i | | Low lies a willow tree. A 
bl! By the thick ſhade which once it gave, 
| | | Obſcur'd no more, the lucid ſtream 
0 | Now rolls in light its filent wave, 
0 | Bright with the morning's beam, ; 
if '| 
1 
i N The neighbouring trees, which round it ſpread, 1 
| j | Wide ofer the trunk their branches bend, | 4 
| | As warriours o'er the hero dead, 
+8 Protecting ſhields extend. 
I M 3 
1 y 
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My choice to Pleaſure's wanton charms, 
To thrones of glittering majeſty; . 

To Fame's high ſeat, or Love's ſoft arms, 
Prefers this willow tree. 3 


There oft the Moon's blue courſe I watch, 
There view, whilſt Silence hovers round, 

The paſſing ſtream, and, muſing, catch 
It's circling eddy's ſound. | 


O ſweet Tranquillity ! the breeze 
Then wafted is thy breath divine : 

Thine ear the mourner's prayer ſhall pleaſe, 
And peace ſhall there be mine. 


Sweet Maid of Heaven ! on that fair ſtream 
Thy ſpirit then delights to dwell, 


Whilſt Silence, by the Moon's pale beam, 
Deſerts her lonely cell, 


O, do 


16 ) 


( 
O, do not from my footſteps turn 
Diſturb'd, leſt peace retire with thee ; 
For ſtill thy pleaſant ſong to learn, 


I ſeek the willow tree. 


ODE 
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Of Fairy footſteps mark the plain; ol 
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Faireſt beam of heavenly „ .. 5 
That lead'ſt the ſtarry train of night; 

Calm Silence ſmooths thy tranquil wh; 
And penfive Sorrow loves thy ray, 


When you your filver beains deny,” 
All baleful ſpirits fill the ſky ; ; bl 
The brood of night, of hideous form, 
The deſart blaſt, and watry ſtorm. 


But when you reigh, the ſhadowy train of 2103] 


And dimly, by thy beams 3 1 N 
The ghoſts of lovers 6ft are ſeenn 


; „ When 
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When thou art hence, the night-ow! ſcreams, 
The loathſome bat, that all day dreams, 
Creeps from fome long · forgotten room, 


To revel in a deeper gloom. 


But when thy fair orb, ever bright, 4 -| ; 
| Rolls through the filent calm of night, N 4 
| | Still to the nightingale's ſoft ſong, 5 
11 | Wh ter L 9244 1 r = 
1 In meaſures flow, you move along. 
i 
1 
"Wm 
h | Oh, come then with thy clouds of ſnow, 1 
bl |! 4 
Bi Light floating as the ſoft winds blow ; 3 + 
Wt 4 
"WM Oh come, and through night” $ chearleſs gloom, © | 
ö Shed one mild ray on yonder t tomb, 
0 s 
78 
1 Thoſe ſtones, Palemon's bones encloſe, 
F | The peace of Heaven's in his repoſe ; 
| ö 93 2 1451 : * 
. | Thy whitening ray, ah gentiy ſhed, " 
1 it On poor Palemon's lowly bed. 
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Till piercing through the deeper night, 


That ſeals his eyes, a purer light 
Shall burſt the bonds of mortal clay, 
When thou thyſelf ſhalt fade away. 
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Fox Ax ALTAR To VENUS. 


Berrozz this ſhrine let none appear, 

Without ſome gift by Love made dear ; 5 
Some pledge to gain the myſtic ring, 

Hither, Siſters, hither bring. 
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i Wt | Sweet Maiden, hither roſes bear, 
And move the Goddeſs in your prayer. 
. To make their fading late and ſlow, 
1 And ſtill to thee like grace to ſhow. 
$11 | 
il | $ | 
| [| | 
| | . 
W il | The favorite lock, whoſe ſnares ſurpriſe, 
| | And hold in bonds the lovers eyes, 
2118 i ; . . 
ll | Once floating on the wind's light wing, 
| | 1 | . : . * . F 
1 ny Hither, Siſters, hither, bring, 
But 
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The Ivy bough that loves to twine, 
The ſoft arms of the moſſy Vine, 
And all the breath of flowery ſpring, 
Hither, Siſters, hither bring. 


If now thy bridal night be nigh, - 
In hopes that ſwift the hours may fly, 


Loos'd from the molting turtle's wing, 
The ſofteſt plumes, ſweet Maiden, bring. 


Great Venus will the gift receive, 
And to the lagging hours will give 
The preſent, that their quick'ned flight 
May ſooner bring the happy night. 


But if for ſome falſe youth you pine, 
Engrave upon the ſacred ſhrine 

His name with thine in cyphers twin'd, 
And pray that thus your loves be join'd. 


( 3 But 
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But leave the pale fad willow here, . 4 
And let thy off ring be a tear; | 9 
Great Venus in that tear ſhall mix 
A charm, his faithlefs heart to fix. 
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| | | Soft tokens giv'n with ſofter fighs, F 
| ll; Sad lines read o'er with wat'ry eyes; | 1 
i [ And ſongs, which no rude voice can ſing, 7 
Wl! Hither, Siſters, hither bring. | 


| | 
Ki | Fore all, to make ſucceſs your own, 
Gentle hearts that ne'er have known, 
1 Save of love, one ſecret ſting, 
Hither, Siſters, hither bring. 
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To xn; WIN D. 4 
8 ſilent Breeze of noon, to thee 05 
The proudeſt boſom ſtill is free. 
With ſofteſt murmur greet the maid, 
To whoſe cold heart 1 my vows are Paid. 
Full oft to thee, ſweet ſoothing gueſt, 
She looſens all her ſnowy breaſt; . 
And, oh, no gently ſwelling ſail, 
That opens to thy paſſing gale, 
E'er heav'd ſo lovely to the fight, | 
As heaves that breaſt of ſoft delight, : 
Than winter's Snow more white. a hy 


, ' / 14 i» 7 , I 


Each charm, which you alone may ſe, 
Returning, tell to none but me. 
Search all that courts or ſhuns the eye, 
And mingle with her parting ſigh: 
| C 4 Thy 


The blooming ſpring, or wat'ry bow, 


So —_ — — — — — — — — — — — 
1 - 


Thy breath, thence FR with balmy power, 
On every weed ſhall leave a flower : 1 

Yet none like that fair roſe ſhall be, 

Which dyes her cheek, when kiſs'd by thee ; 


The Morning's bluſh, or Evening's glow, 


* a 
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No tints ſo fair can tow, 


No Sun ſhall drink its filken bloom, 224 | "2 
No wint'ry Blaſts its dyes conſume : 1 F | 
Grief ne'er ſhall raiſe her banners pale, 3 * 


Where now thoſe tints of health prev rail, , 
But Youth ſhall feed the glowing dyes, 5 
Unſtain'd by Sorrow's withering fighs : _ 
For ah, too well, alas I know ED 


She ne'er can feel a Lover's woe : 


For had ſhe known the ſecret pain, 


She ne'er would wound, with ſuch diſdain, 


A heart, that pines in vain. 


Ah ! plead, ſweet Breeze, a Lover's part, 
And pour thy mildneſs o'er her heart. | 
Ah, ſay, though time goes ſoſtly paſt, 0 
He marks his footſteps plain at laſt; 
And leaves them in the faireſt face, 


In waining Beauty's vacant place. 


— 


Her cruel ſcorn at leaſt reprove, 

For ſcorn's a hard reward for love. 

Ah, bid her not that power abuſe, 

Ah, bid her not. that heart refuſe, 
Which ſhe may grieve to loſe, 
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To. Eu N O AI N. bn | 


OWEET lonely bird, of all moſt fit 
For penfive ſcenes, ſince thou canſt quit 


Society's unpleafing throng, 
And lov'ſt alone to tune thy. ſong. 


The naked thorn now bids thee fear 
A bleaker, ruder ſeaſon near ; 


Still to my vine-bound window come, 
And ſhare the Poet's ſcanty crum. 


Enjoy my hearth's warm chearing heat, 
From cold and want ſtill ſure to meet 
A friendly ſafe retreat. 


'The herd will ſeek the friendly ſtall, 
The grove's laſt tarniſh'd leaf will fall, 
And ſoon a keener blaſt will blow, 
And ſcatter wide the gathering ſnow ; 


— — — 
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Pay has thy viſit void of dread | 
For here each moch thy meal Tit ſpread: 9 7 
And greet with. iq each ſafe return. 
Till taught by und, you learn 

The courage want inſpir'd before, 


And fear to venture down no more, 
But boldly truſt the flour. Fog 


For ever from his threſhold fly, 

Who, void of honour, once ſhall try, 

With baſe inhoſpitable breaſt, 

To bar the freedom of his gueſt. 

O rather ſeek the peafant's ſhed, 

For he will give the wafted bread, 

And fear ſome new calamity, x 

Should any there ſpread ſnares for thee, 

Still welcome here thy viſit pay, 

Thy notes ſhall chear the low'ring day, 
And ſmooth thy Poet's lay. 

A country fe hee it is unlucky to keep Robins. 
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Tux DEATH os WOLSEY, 
8 ULLEN and flow from * Cawood's leſſening 


ſpires, 


Unheeded now, the mournful train retires. 
Ah where's the thronging erowd, the long array ? 
Could one keen blaſt ſweep all fo ſoon away? 


Power makes nofriends that humble need canclaim, 
Thewretch who meanly ſought, will ſpurnthe name. 
The ſlaves whom fortune with a nod hath ſway'd 
Diſtreſs in vain ſhall beckon to her aid. 


Ah wretched Wolley ! theſe no more remain, 

But fancy till perceives another train : 

Remorſe, and ſhame, the tyrants of the mind, 
And hated malice, thronging preſs behind, 

85 . L Yorkfiire, to which place Wolſey had retired, 
and where he was arreſted, in order to be carried to London. 
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And ſee where hooting envy claps her hands: 
High.on the diſtant caſtles height ſhe ſtands, |: /. 
And: gladly beck ning round her. muffled train, 
Points to the conqueſt, which they help'd to gain. 


O thou, ere ere x ee eee T 
The image of a melting heart appears, ö 
From whence the dews of filent ſorrow flow,. 
Whoſe locks fo oft have dry'd the cheeks of 200 


Soft pity! thou whole ſwelling eyes "fill bend 
O'er ſome ſad object, maid of heaven deſcend : 
Ah let one face of generous grief be near; 
Thy ſtore can ſpare for helpleſs age a tear. 


a , F [ / ; a 
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And thou 1 eyes wich patient hope ſerene, PA 
Still look to heay' n, and ſcorn this languid f ſcene : ; 
Calm reſignation ! teach him hoy to prize — 
Fhat awful hour on which thy faith relies, 


— 
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( 99 ] 
A buſy life demands a ſerious cloſe; Dur 
And grief can aſk. no more than ſoft repoſ. 
That eaſe is death's, when kings ſhallfrown no more, 
And victims bleſs the ſtroke, they fear'd before. 


Then heart-wrung grief ſhall draw a longer lot, 
The ſcalding tear of yeſterday forgot; 
Then ſhall the cloud that frown'd upon the Gabt: 
Diſcloſe its brighter fide, its tints of light. 


Already, ſickneſs chills the ſmall remains 

Of vital heat that warms his wither'd veins, 
Already from his eyes 1ts fires has ſtole, | | 
Revealing there the fears that load his ſoul, . 


That force elaſtic which can riſe tho' preſt 
With ſorrows load, forſakes his aged breaſt ; 
The weakned frame receives the galling weight, 
Feels its diminiſhed 1 and yields to fate. 


Tears 


(3) 


Tears fill the furrows of his reverend eheek, 
Whoſe ſilent rhetoric proves language weak,  :: 
Each heart muſt ſicken when a man ſhall weep, ! 
A great man's tears inflict a ſhock too deep-— 


Too ſtrong the conflict. Nature ſinks oppreſs'd. 
What gate ſtands wide to ſuccour the diſtreſs d? 7 
Religion 8 holy manſion * rites near, i Ga 
No ſon of woe can come a firanger there. 
There pious hand Thall thruſt the bar Ade; nd 
Slow to her humble door, too low for pride, 
Till pride ſhall ſtoop, they bear their painful load, 


There ſorrow oft has found a ſafe abode. 


With kind concern and hoſpitable care, 
The ſons of peace, each needful help prepare, 
An anxious readineſs in each appears, 

For all with Nr view In pork e years. 
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| » Leichiter Aan The 4 of his Satay; s che 
diſtreſs of his mind, rendered him incapahle ↄf proceeding 
further towards London. He reached this pps with great 
difficulty, and died there. | 
. Soon 


* 


„ 

Soon as his rank, and high eſtate they learn, 
Reſpect and wonder ſwell their firſt concern; 
In vain they ſtrive; for Oh no kindling breath 
Can e'er renew the flame once chill'd by death. 


His eyes already loſe their fckly gloom, 

For well he feels his hour of peace is come. 
Theſe faultering words, whoſeaccents laſt ſhall leave 
His trembling lips, the pious train receive, 


* 
* 


4 O0 fad miſtake | O vain miſguiding light, 
« Purſued alas too far, as falſe, as bright. 
«© O fatal error, ill repented now, 
O wretch, before a mortal God to bow 1 
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« Had I, juſt God of truth, obeyed thy word 
With half the zeal I ſerv'd an earthly Lord, 
„ Thou ne er had'ſt left me in wy friendleſs hour, 
« Thus old, to feel the ſcourge of worldly 2 
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Thy toil is light, thy recompenſe ſecure, 


— 


I ſerv'd a prince whoſe ſmiles were never ſure; 


Who fearleſs ſcorn'd all hazard to-fulfil - 
Some purpoſe of a wild ungovern'd will. 


He who ſhall live to ſee with aged eyes 


= 


The tombs of parents, children, friends ariſe, 


Shall often wiſh his aſhes flept with theirs, 


And crave their pillow in his warmeſt prayers. 


* 


But I tho' ſtruggling in each moment's breath , 
Still wiſh'd to live, till ſorrow welcom'd death. 


No change to miſery can be a curſe, 
The happy only fear a ſad reverſe, 


Yet let my royal maſter deign to hear, 


That Wolſey nam'd him in his lateſt prayer. 


Ah, let him think on all the toil I bbore, 


And weep for me, when I can weep no more.” 


D 


Fate 
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Fate, checks the reft; in vain they bend around : 
Life paſs'd his lips, and vaniſh'd with'the ſound. 
On heav'n with anxious hope he fix'd his eye, 4 
And breath'd, with lifted hands, his laſt fad ſigh. 
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Still filence reigns; true grief ne'er ſpends its force 
Like ſhallow ſtreams that murmur in their courſe. 
The dzepeſt waters ever filent flow, | 
And heart-fick ſorrow hates the noiſe of woe. 


The holy father, rais'd by elder years, 
And virtue more mature, commends their teai., 3 
And ſtrives to leave with laſting force impreſs'd, „ 4 
Theſe pious leſſons on each ſoften d breaſt. f 


Oye, whom now the world's long faded charms 
“ Shall ne'er ſeduce from holy virtues arme; 
* No longer toſs'd in dreams of worldly care, 
« Ye penſioners of peace, and ſons of prayer. 


6 Learn 


i 

4 4 
4% 
2 - 
-ﬀ I 
_ 
4 

. . 
= a” 
bes . 
7 - = 
x 


cc 


. 


* 


c 


c 


Lag 


cc 


cc 


cc 


ce 


La 


cc 


c 


La) 


c 


* 


cc 


cc 


£466 


i Hs 


Learn hence to prize your own ſecure retreat ; 
Subdued by you, till fortune rules the great. 
. Your fraileſt thoughts, e'er truth confirm'd the 


6 breaſt, 


Ne'er feign'd, what he whoſe fate you mourn 


C poſſeſs'd. 


Vet, ſuch was he, who here reſign'd his breath, 


Happy at length to go, tho? led by death, 
« Where baſe ingratitude muſt quit her aim; 


Happy to loſe the bitter ſenſe of ſhame. 


ON 


JO 


Howe'er projected high, when fate ſhall call 


Back to this common centre all muſt 


fall. 


Grown ſtiff in death, the eye which glanc'd 


«© command, 


Shall crave the office of a pious hand. 


Perhaps that care unpay'd, deny'd a tomb 
Till pitying winds the hated face conſume. 
So quickly vaniſh grandeur, wealth and power; 
The giant ſhadows of life's ſun-ſhine hour. 


D 2 


«© Behold 
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&* Behold how ſoon the ſupple ſlaves of ſtate, 

% Thankleſs, forget the favours of the great, 

* Down fortune's fav'ring current ſtill they glide, 
But never turn to ſtrive againſt the tide. 
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The friends of power, like armies rais'd for ſhow, 


La, 


The practis'd forms of mimic duty know; 


In gay review obſerve each nice command, 
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La 


But in an hour of danger never ſtand- 


c 
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Yet think not that Adverſity beſtows 

No ſun-ſhine ray, for all her ſhow'rs of woes ; 
That gift was her's which laſt his eyes confeſt, 
That beam of ſoft anticipated reſt. 


Lay 
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The tears of ſufferance are but the ſeeds 


c 


* 


Of future bliſs; when joy to grief ſucceeds, 


c 


* 


Each drop ſhall purge from wordly film the ſight, 


* 


C 


And fit it for a brighter, purer light. 


„Had 


16 


« Had fav'ring fortune ſtill remain d his guide, 
Nor &er to life's laſt ſtep for ſook his ſide, 1 

3 « Far other paſſions then Had fill'd his eyes, I 

4 „ Which wear'd at length from earth, now ſought 
4 | ce the ſkies... | 


«© Then happy he who trembling on life's brink 
« Already bent, defires at once to fink ; 
And as his wrinkles lean to earth more near, 


&« Wiſhes to cover them for ever there. 


Lal 


c 


Be ours that fortitude ; that bliſs attend, 
« And ſmooth the awful hour, when life muſt end; 


c 


Still truſt a Power, whoſe word can ne*er deceive, 


c 


Ly 


And ne'er repine a joyleſs world to leave, 


* Where on a ſea, by hourly tempeſt toſt, 

* All blindly ſteer, the helm of reaſon loſt. | 

* Where many fink, and they who gain the ſhore, 
“Think them as happy who were drown'd before. 
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" e Where all are buſied in ſome vain purſuit ; 

| « Fair in its bloſſom, barren in its fruit. 

& Till late they find when full poſſeſſion cloys, 
They earn'd diſguſt, but paid for real joys.” 
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() Sleep, whoſe mild and downy hand ſupplics 
The warm recruits of life, whoſe hour 6f peace 

In ſpite of tears can cloſe the motirner's eyes, 

And fign the wretched captive's ſhort releaſe: 


Why do'ſt thou ſhun the poet's reſtleſs bed, . | 

| Whoſe throbbing temples coyct needful reſt ; 

Why ſhut thy bofom to his weary head, 
Why viſit all, yet leave his couch unbleſt. 


Ah why permit his car; When ſoft delight, 

Or peace at leaſt ſnould give each ſenſe a pauſe, 
Jo ſearch in vain, the filence of the night, | 
For any ſound, but what his ſighs may caufe. 


D 4 Why 


* 
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Why round his eyes, that ſtraining roll in vain, 


The long-felt curſe of hated darkneſs pour: 
Why till let mem'ry rack the jaded brain, 
Why ſtretch the date of pain, too long before. 


Yet better thus to languiſh void of light 
Than ſtill to pore upon the clods that move 
To crowd this earth, . whilſt exiVd from her fight; 
Who bears alone the ſtamp of heav'n and love. 


Think not you give in theſe long watchful hours 
A bleſſing greater than that needful reſt, 
A time to exerciſe the ſecret powers 


Of ſerious thought, a time to probe the breaſt. 


For oh, a fond regret that long has twin'd 
About my heart, and ſpread thro? every vein, 

Choaks up each uſeful thought, and turns my mind 
To one whoſe boſom pity's not my pain. 


Oh 


( 41 ) 
Oh come then ſleep, and in thy folding arms 
Wrap every care, till dull oblivion ſheds 
Her poppies here, with all her ſullen charms, 
The wreaths of pleaſure bloom for happier head. 


( 42 
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Ox Txt DEATH or a FRIEND. 


S E trembling dews hang gathering round 
the thorn, | | 
And deeper ſhades grow faſt upon the ſight, 
Mild evening comes, but comes with ſtep forforn, 
And big with images of paſt delight. 


For oh the hallow'd ſod unſettled yet, 
Tho' many an eye ſheds there a ſoft'ning ſhow'r, 
Lies looſe o'er him who lov'd with me to quit 
The crowds of life, to ſhare this penfive hour. 


Whercer I turn each well known ſpot can ſhow, 


Some trace of pleaſures to return no more, 


O'er each accuſtom'd path, my tears ſhould flow, 


To waſh ſome print where he has trod before. 


Turn 


( > } 


Turn, gentle paſſenger, his tomb to view, 
For oh near yonder tow'ring ſpire it hes, 
Like which, if virtue had her honours due, 
In reverend grandeur it ſhould pierce the ſkies. 


Yet vain the pomp that wins the vulgar eye, 
In coſtly tombs forgotten tenants reſt, 
Whilſt ſome in ruder oak ſtill deathleſs lie, 
And leave a monument in every breaſt. 0 


Vain is the ſculptor's art, or trophy'd tomb, 
Virtue alone the grave's cold chill can bear, 
Virtue alone can thine thro' all its gloom ; 
The world's proud fickly bloſſoms wither there. 


With flow and ſilent ſtep draw gently near,— 

If worldly views engage thy buſy heart, = 
Take from the dead one leſſon for thy tear, 

And weighing well the mournful truth depart, 


Ah 


| ( 44 ) 15 4 
Ah think, then child of earth ! e'er hence you ga, 4 
What future life may have in ſtore for thee. * 
Duare'ſt thou not meet death's near and certain blow? Z 4 
Sleep not the dead from pain, from fickneſs free ? ; 


Feel they the poor man's ſhame, the proud man's N 
ſcoff ? 2 
And who art thou, that theſe ſhalt never know ? be 
Of all her ſons has nature cut thee off i 
From thy inheritance, thy ſhare of woe ? | H 
$ 


No! thour't a man, confeſs it with a figh, | 
Learn then to prize the bleſſings of the grave, 

Go and give thanks that thou waſt formꝰd to dic, 
Then tell the proudeſt tyrant, he's a ſlave. 


ELEGY 


( 45 
.. 


To FANCY, 


Oo Heaven-born ſpirit ! beam of faireſt light, 


Child of the mind, whoſe viſions ſwell thy lay, 
Who ſcorn'ſt the world's ſtrait limits in thy flight, 
Whoſe touch the ſcatter'd forms of thifigs obey. 


The ſecret impulſe which awakes the ſoul, 
Bids heavenly figures riſe, from whence we trace 
The ſweetreſemblance, whilſt you weave the whole, 


Spreading the ſoftning tints with ſweeteſt grace, 


Come to thy Poet's breaſt, diſpel his fears 
Of her diſdain, whom he has lov'd fo long; 
For full-ſwol'n ſorrow with her briny tears, 
O'erwhelms his ſoul and mingles in his ſong. 


Drowens 
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Drowns each warm thought, as when the ſalt- ſea 
| | breaks 
O'er all its limits, and with whelming tide 
Devours the ſweetneſs of the cryſtal lakes, 
Pollutes each ſtream, and blots the meadow's 


pride, 


Come to my breaſt, which firſt was taught by thee 
To ſcorn dull art and ſtudy's wrinkled brow, 
Call into life the withered buds of thought, 
And wake the lyre, which none can wake but 
thou. 


ta) 


Tuz TALE or ECHO. 


R ST, fair Maid! O reſt thee here, 
Where theſe willow'd waters flow ; 
The noon-tide gale ſhall fill thine ear, 
And, murmuring, breathe the words of woe. | f 


It ſecret grief has taught thy mind 
To ſhun the crowd and mourn apart, 

In penſive fitence here reclin'd, 
Indulge the ſigh that ſwells thy heart. 


- 


1 


Think not the ſtone, which now ſuſtains 


Your arm of ſnow, was planted here 


By careleſs hands; theſe worn remains 
Demand a ſad and pious tear. 


Though 


( 48 ) 
Though Time, which fills up every wound, 


Has clos'd with moſs the ſculptured name; 
Though creeping weeds, that twine around, 


Have hid it from the ſearch of Fame 
* 


And though Oblivion opens ſlow 
Her boſom to its finking weight, 
Yet Echo heard the ſhrieks of woe, 


4 And can the mournful Tale rclate. 


And when in many a Ycar one maid, 
As mild of heart, as chaſte as fair, 
As ſhe, whoſe aſhes here are laid, 


Wooes to this ſpot the evening air. 


The hollow breeze ſhall ſooth her breaſt 
With Echo's Tale, and claim a tear : 


For ſhe, your mind, your charms poſſeſs'd, 
Whole ſilent aſhes ſlumber here. 


r 
The hand of Nature form'd her face, 
To move eſteem in every breaſt; 


For gentle blood and native grace, 
And peace and Tove were there expreſs' d. 


Where theſe ſoft waves in ſilence flow, 
At evening's cloſe, the youth ſhe ſought ; 
Whoſe eyes firſt taught her cheek to glow, 
Fluſh'd with a warm and tender thought. 


* 
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'The ſhrill winds whiſtled round her head, 
And darkneſs mock'd the ſtraining eye ; 
Foul night her raven locks had ſpread, 
Wet with thick damps thro” all the ſky. ; 


The ruthleſs Blaſt ſung through her hair, 
But patient Hope her fears allay'd ; 
And when her cold lips breath'd a prayer, 
Not for herſelf that prayer was made. 


E She 


4 
She wander'd round the deſtin'd place, 
And liſten'd oft and wept through fear; 


'The rude brier tore her beauteous face, 


And mix'd with blood the falling tear. 


- At length ſhe found her love, ſhe thought 
He flept, the cold ground was his bed ; 
T rembling, his ſtony hand ſhe caught, 
She call'd, nor knew ſhe call'd the dead. 


For he had met his ſecret foe; 
Unarm'd, alas! in vain he ſtrove; 
A Rival's malice aim'd the blow, 


In dire revenge of ſlighted love. 


All pierc'd with wounds, and warm in blood, 
He dragg'd the breathleſs body here 

In cruel ſport ; {he ſhriek'd aloud, 
And rent with crics the troubled air, 
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Her fair locks to the winds ſhe gave, 
And ſought, with frantic grief poſſeſs'd, 
This guilty ſtream ; the ruthleſs wave 
Clos'd o'er her head, ſhe ſunk to reſt. 


By pious hands this ſtone was laid, 
. By pious eyes 'twas water'd o'er ; 
Such was her fate. For thee, fair maid, . 
Heaven keep a happier lot in ſtore, 
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EPI U T n 


Faou ANNA BOLEYN TO HENRY VIII. 


() Turn not, Henry, from the words of woe, 
One moment's pity ing pauſe at leaſt beſtow. 

The ſterneſt juſtice can to none deny, 

The common grace of pleading ere they die. 
When only mercy can the doom revoke, 

Vet Juſtice often mourns the lifted ſtroke; 
Relents, tho? fix'd her dread reſolve ſhe keeps, 
And like the cold unſoftened marble weeps. 
Fear not leſt ſofter pity mix a charm 

In theſe ſad lines thy anger to diſarm, 

Tho' I ſhould paint the priſon * whence I write, 
Yet you have doom'd me to a deeper night, 


* In an epiſile ſent by her to Henry, which Mr. Hume 
juſtly commends for its beautiful fimplicity ; ſhe repreſents 


her confinement as very rigorous, dating her letter“ from 


& my dolefull priſon in the Tower,” 


To 


(-W-9 

To Death—from that dread name why ſhrinks my 
| Heart? 5 Ei b 

Nature, great Nature, will perform her part. | 
Dire is the ſhock which checks the genial flood 
The life-warm flow of animated blood. 
From death's tremendous ſteep in vain we try 
Downward to ſend an open, dauntleſs eye; 
Each rifing fear in vain would hope controul, 
The head will ſwim and fickneſs ſeize the ſoul. 
Tho? us'd misfortune's blackeſt frowns to view, 
The wretch till ſhudders at death's dreaded hue. 
Shall then a woman, nurs'd in thoughts ſerene, 
Whoſe eyes the faireſt front of things have ſeen, 
View him unmov'd in this worſt ſhape appear, 
Nor feel that ſhock which ſtrikes the brave with fear? 


Baſe envy marked me from her ſecret ſtand, 
Yet pin'd in vain till arm'd by your command, 
By all my ſervice full indeed of love 
When with thy cutting cold neglect I ſtrove, 

By every pang my boſom then endur'd 
Without complaint, by every tye conjur'd, 
| I Be | Ah 


fp | 
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Ah, from thy breaſt her venom'd ſerpents tear, 
And Heaven ſhall nouriſh peace for ever there, 

If cer in happier hours my. name was dear, 

And carried ſoft delight to Henry's ear, 

If Mother added to the name of Wife 

Can move thee, ſhun the foes who ſeck my life, 
For ſooner Nature ſhall forget her laws 

Than black ſuſpicion find a real cauſe, 

Deaf to their arts let innocence prevnil, 

For Henry's heart could never forge the tale. 
Yet Henry's heart too ſoon the tale recciv'd, 
Well pleas'd for ſecret ends to ſeem deceiv'd. 
Their whiſpers elſe no-more could ſhake thy love, 
Than feeble winds the mountain's baſe can move. 
The mine of future ruin lurks within, 


Such dire convulſions at the heart begin. 
5 
But if your heart has pall'd upon my love, 
| Muſt death the object from your eyes remove? 
If in Your Joy theſe arms no more arc bleſt, 
Muſt death be call'd to ſnatch me from your 
breaſt ? 3 


Thy 
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Thy hand has rooted from its genial bed 

The tender plant, its faireſt leaves are ſhed ; 
Ah, let it harmleſs then in peace decay, 

Nor ſtoop to cruſh what ſoon mult fade away. 
When waſting woes the ſprings of life infeſt, 
And death remains my only place of reſt, 

Theſe languid veins unequal to the ſtrife 

Will drop the treaſure of exhauſted life. 
Plunge not in ſudden night the laſt faint ray 

Of feeble Nature's faſt declining day. . | 

In ſome obſcure retirement let me wait, 

Dead to the world and thee, the ſtroke of fate. 
Till Heaven engroſs, releas'd from worldly care, 
I hat heart intire which you once deign'd to ſhare. 
Oh let ſome Convent's holy walls receive 

My faded form, the world I'll gladly leave, 

For humble was my boſom's carlieſt bent, 

In quiet ſcenes and peaceful thoughts content. 
Thus fortune found me, bleſt in thoughts ſerene, 
With eyes ne'er roving to a brighter ſcene. 

With all her arts ſhe ſought to win my car, 

And bade her faireſt viſions all appear. 


E 4 | And 


4 
With ſofteſt care ſhe rais d me in her arms, 
And whiſpered ſtill to reſt my firſt alarms, 
Warm in her open boſom borne away, 
We gain'd the confines of a brighter day : 
Wich ſoothing words ſhe lull'd each riſing fear, 
And ſhow'd and gave what prouder minds holddear. 
But e'er I well perceiv'd the gathering frown, 
She op'd her treacherous arms and hurl'd me down. 
Down to deſpair and death ; no hopes elate, 
No vain ambition merited the fate. 
Thus fall'n, ah, let me in ſome holy ſeat, 
A wretched outcaſt find a laſt retreat. 
There let me pour in prayer my parting breath, 
Till all my hopes and fears reſolve in death. 
With conftant vows I'll weary Heaven to ſhed 
Its mercies and forgiveneſs on your head, 
And if the Grave to happier ſcenes ſhould lead, 
T'l. there petition mercy for thy deed. 
But ſhould the ſtain of blood pollute thy heart, 
No Saint dares vindicate a murderer's part. 
Ah, thun a crime whoſe foul and hated dye, 
| Mercy herſelf beholds with ſickning eye. 


And 


41 
And which, whilſt awful Juſtice holds her ſway, 
Redeeming ſorrow cannot wipe away. 
The Blood of Innocence though ſpilt by Kings, 
Potent as ſpells, works ſtrange and ſignal things ; 
One drop in retributions equal ſcale, 
Will fink the poiſe and over all prevail ; 
The guiltleſs victim's laſt expiring groan, 
Has power to ſhake the proudeſt monarch's throne. 


At leaſt remit, though pity plead in vain, 
The rigor of thoſe hours which yet remain; 
For nought but horrors dwell around me here, 
And wake the thought of death with double fear ; 
When calmer thoughts my boſom ſhould prepare, 
The groan of agony diſturbs my prayer; 
No friend is here to mix her tears with mine, 
To raiſe my drooping eyes to views divine 
To hear what anxious thoughts my mind employ, 
And point to realms of light and laſting joy. 


But wherefore ſhrinks my ſoul ? why fear to go 
Where bleſsful harveſts ſpring from ſceds of woe; 


I ſhall 
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I ſhall but live, if fate the ſtroke delays, 

To waſte in miſery a few ſad days, 

Which wake me to no duties, no delights, 
When hope to better, brighter ſcenes invites. 
were beſt to earth at once the load to caſt, 
Than drag it till it fink me down at laſt ; 
Come, Refdenation ! teach me how to meet, + 
The awful day that makes thy work compleat : 
Teach me that all my hopes of joy now lie 
Within the circle of thy patient eye, 

Teach me to change with joy, and brow ſerene, 
To that of Saint, the dang'rous name of Queen 
The conflict's paſt—the pang of death is o'er, 
The reſt is diſſolution, fear'd no more. 

Yet let one laſt requeſt, than life more dear, 
Dear as my hopes of heaven, find Henry's ear ; 
'The God who calis me from this reſtleſs earth, 
Gave to a mother's hopes a happy birth. 

Oh dear Elizabeth ! * ſweet pledge of love ! 


More than my fruitleſs tears thy youth may move. 


* Afterwards Queen of England. 
Though 
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Though thee no more her boſom can defend, 
Whom nature makes the firſt and deareſt friend, 
Tho” from her foſt'ring care for ever torn, 

Still to thy years no hatred can be borne; . 

Oh may her name fink deep in Henry's breaſt, 
And blot the ſtamp away by wrath impreſs'd ; 
As now my tears which ſtill unbidden riſe, 

And ruſh from ceaſeleſs ſources to my eyes, 
Sink thro” theſe lines and blot the words of woe; 
Ah, let not dire revenge purſue her blow. 

And when in future years the hand of time 
Has form'd her beauties to their fulleſt prime, 
Mark'd in her countenance perhaps ſome trace 
May then appear of wretched Anna's face; 
Perhaps remembrance of one once held dear 

May melt your heart, and ſtart into a tear; 
Ah, by that pious tcar conjur'd, relate, 

And clear, to her at leaſt, from guilt my fate; 
Elſe ſhe will bluſh to hear her mother's name, 
And naturc's tear conceal with ſecret ſhame. 
Whate'er of 1o7e relentleſs fate ſhall leave 


5 . 
Blank and unſill'd to me, let her receive. 


Secure 
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Secure of this I'd ſmiling meet my fate, 

T'd call thee good, and merciful as great ; 

To Heaven's ſevere decree impute my death, 
And load with prayers for thee my parting breath. 


POEMATA 
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POEMATA LATINA. 
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. I. 
SCIRE POTESTATES HERBARUM USUMQUE ME DEN DI 


ArTis MEDI Lavs. 
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0 H! beatorum ſeries ſoluta 
Temporum ! O ſævi nova regna lethi ! 
Poſteris ſemper ſacer, O ! Satoris 


Lapſus Adami! 


Nubium nigrans globus incubantem 
Portat ultorem, furit enſe rubro 
Angelus, clauftriſque patet recluſis 
Peſtifer Orcus. 


„ 


Irruit longo glomerata tractu 
Turba Morborum, varias nocendi 
Inſtruunt formas, & ubique luctus 

Semina fundunt. 


Multa per terras Pyra fumat, exit 
Ipſa præguſtans animo cruentas 
Mors dapes, captatque graves apertis 


Naribus auras. 


Imbibunt herbæ nova jam venena, 
Et tument fatis Epulæ, calentis 
Febris hinc ardens furor, hinc veterni hy- 


dropicus humor; 


Peſtis hinc velox, maculiſque Lepra 
Squallidis, merſæque novis tenebris 
Luminum tædæ, gemituque tracta 

| | Tuſſis anhelo. 
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O! fimul luctüs hominumque Princeps ; 
En ! jacent fractæ tibi ſpes futuri; 
Sed patet cœlum precibus, trementem 


porrige dextram: 


Quæ manus pænus, eadem levamen 
Suggerit, ſacro tumet omnis intus/ 
Halitu tellus, nova creſcit herbis 


undique virtus: 


Tardius prædam fibi deſtinatam 
Mors rapit, certam minus illa dextram 
Sentit, & ſegnem retrahit maligno 


Lumine greſſum. 


O! fatiſcentem Medicina vitæ 
Tu foves flammam; reducemque labris 
Spiritum includens gelidis, rapacem 


decipis Orcam : 
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O! juventutis columen labantis ; 


Seu manu mulcens tenera cerebrum 


Febre correptum recreas, vel ipfis 
Mortis ab ulnis 


Surripis lenta tacite puellam 
Tabe languentem ; gerit illa mortis 


Inter amplexum decus, & doloſo 


pulchra dolore, 


Spes fovet ; vires tamen intus urget 
Morbus invictas, nifi tu benigna 
Das opem dextrà, meliore replens 

| Flumine venas: 


* 


Te vocat triſti prece, lacrymiſque 

Mater effuſis, puerumque molli 

Mulcet ægratum gremio, neciſque 
præcipit amens 


Tela; 


r 
Tela; tu matris miſerata curas 
Detegis noxam, ſubito per omnes 


It ſalus nervos, ſolito & tenore 
vita recurrit. 


Non tamen juſtà careat Camæna 
Ille, Muſarum pariter tuique 
Quem decus verſu memoret fideli 
. 8 £ Muſa quotannis 


x x 


Hunc ſuæ gratis Citharæ Patronum 
Laudibus Vates celebret, modiſque 
Integret nomen, geminoque rite 

i gi plaudat honori. 


* GUL, BROWNE, Equ; qui muſis indulgens præmia 
(quorum æmulum, felix fuit hoc carmen) apud Cantab, 


conſtituit. 


1 OE O D E 


Ad CUPIDINEM. - 


( {ozns O ſævus domitor, fidelis 
En cliens adſum, ſequor & Cupid ! 
Signa captivus tua; Servitutis 


Numine fauſto 


Tu mihi reddas leviora vincla; dg 
Tu per ardentes oculos amantis | 
Qui voluptatem trepidam, metumq. 

Et fervida ſtillas 


Vota, non olim metuende veſtra 


Regna deriſi, neq. certiorem 


Dexteram ſprevi rapido triſulci 
Fulminis ictu. 


Te 
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Te mez Patrem memorem camænæ, 
Te ſui cantùs pariter patronum 


Muſa laudabit, memori celebrans . 
Carmine nomen. 


Nempe quo nuſquam tua dextra flores 
Sparſit indulgens, minime placebit 
Carmen, & fruſtra docet ars inertes 

; Currere verſus, 


Muſa contractà fine te laborat 

Penna, & indignis onerata vinclis 

Languet ardoris proprii, tuiq. 
| Numinis expers. 
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Qu SAGA, Guis TE SOLVERE THESSALIS 
Macvus VENENI1S, QU1S POTERIT DEvs? 


Qaiicer; me Fatidicus verendi © 

Voce predixit fore vulneratum 16715 
Spiculis, que certa vibrat Corinn rn 
NE ED Lumen, Amoris. 


Riſi & haud ultra memini pericla 
Non procul prædicta mihi, dolore 
Nunc at expletos revocat ſilenti 

Mens mea cantus. 


Verba re tandem bene ſunt probata, 

At meæ qui vaticinatus olim 

Damna fortunæ poterit viciſſim | 
Ferre levamen ? 


Heu 
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Heu parum ! Sage valeant venena 

Non mihi, recte neque ter vocata | 

Diva nunc luctus Hecate vel ipſa 
Tollere poſſit. 


At quidem fallax mihi conditarum 
Proditor rerum, fore mitiorem 
Nempe promiſit, facilemq. voto 
Semper Amorem. 


Tu meæ ſed Deliciæ, Corinna 

Vindices te carminibus potentem 

Theſſalis æque, quibus invocata 
Zthera liquit 


Luna ſub noctem, mea jam benigno, 

Qui velut carmen magicum per omne 

Cor novos ſenſus ſtimulet, reſolve N 
Vincula riſu. 
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Ps. CXxXXVII. 


FrEvmius męeſtas Babylonis undas 
Propter errantes, Amor ut relictæ 
Corda perſtrinxit Solymæ, ſilenti 

Sæpe dolore. 


Flevimus, dum ſuſtinuere mutas 

Pendula in ripam Citharas Salicta, 

Tempore haud illo modulis canori 
Carminis aptas. 


Turma nos victrix ſolitum Sionis 

Carmen urgebat dare, Servitutis 

Lacrymas inter miſeras, modoſq. 
Fundere lætos. 


Barbara 


E 
Barbara ſacrum liceatne terra 
Carmen aſſuetis iterare chordis, 
Templa quo ſolum reſonent, Domusque 
Sancta Jehove ? 


Si minus terre memorem paternæ 
Me dies unquam probet, ipſa dextræ 
Ars, & aſſuetum pereat medullis 


Robur in imis. 


Vox ſimul defit mihi, faucibuſq. 
Hzreat ficcis mea lingua, dignas 
$1 dei laudes fileam, ſecundis 


Immemor horis. 


Aſt Idumeæ memor uſq. gentis 

Sis Pater! præceps ruat, increpabant, 

Urbs ! ruan: paſſim Solymæ revulſis 
Mznia fundis ! 


F 4 Attamen 
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Attamen felix erit ultor title 
Nominis noſtri, Baby lonis olim 
Quiſquis illidat ſobolem, furore 
Vindice, faxis, 
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(Doan ſerta feram, que munera florea templis 
Digna tuis, adfis quo mihi fauſtus Amor ! 

Miſta rofa myrtus circum tua fana vireſcant, 
Vitis amans ulmi pendeat ante fores. 

Illic ſi longum teneant mea ſerta virorem 
Gaudebo, noſtræ tum valuere Preces: 

Tres modo poſt ſoles referam tibi ſerta Corinna 
Non tali ſpernas munera grata Deo. 

Sin cito depereant ipſis male languida fanis 

Plorabo, noſtræ tum cecidere preces : 

Sertaq. ſub pedibus calcans mala, triſtis abibo, 

Proq. rosa cingat tempora mæſta Salix. 


ELEG. 


II. 


* & gothicis quondam circumdata 
muris 
Sacrata hic ſteterat Religione domus. 
Nunc jacet in terram rudis indigeſtaq. moles, 
Parva tamen decoris ſigna prioris habet. 
Hos ætas triſtes plorans perſæpe triumphos, 
Sarcire & cupiens quod tulit ipſa malum, 
Tandem hederz paſſim nutantia mœnia nexu 
Obſtrinxit, penitus ne labefacta cadant. 
Jam vitæ impatiens, luctu perculſus acerbo, 
Seu tulerat vulnus mors, vel iniquus amor, 
Forſitan invenit Miſer hic fomenta doloris, 


Pacis & ipſe cliens, & pietatis amans. 


Nempe 
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Nempe ſenex illic clauſtris ſecluſus opacis 
Suaviter annorum triſte trahebat onus. 
Ah fuge ! fi dederit tibi mentem ſedibus iſtis 
Natura inviſam, fic leviora juvent. 
Si dederit fine fonte oculos, fine pondere mentem 
Prima Parens, Levitas ſeu mala, fiſte pedem, 
Vel tacite ignotos hoſpes mirare dolores, 
Inq. ſolum fixo lumine triſtis abi. 
Quis rogat obſcuras ſolum reptare per umbras 
Cur juvat ? & triſti fundere voce modos, 
Cur juvat & greſſu media ſub note filenti 
Sæpe ſepulchrales mortis adire domos ? 
Credat me nunquam gazis Orientis & Indi 
Hanc horz ſacram vertere nolle moram. 
Cum miſeris vitæ rebus curiſq. relictis 
Prædulci luctu mens, lacrymiſq. vacar. 
Nulla peto, tacite mærens, fomenta doloris, 
Nulla medela placet, nam placet ipſe dolor. 


ELEG. 
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Row Gutta, levi Zephyro quz dulcior hortis 
Sub nocte incertum dat tremulumq. Jubar, 
Vix una vitreis irrorat nocte liguſtrum 
Gemmis, nec cœlum ſole tenente manet. 
Non ita continuo fletu noſtra irrigat ora 
Lacryma, quod fundat ſemper ocellus habet. 
Ecce breves, madidis quas nigrans diſcutit alis 
Auſter, aquæ ſudum dant, renovantq. diem. 
Et meus urget aquas oculus, fed nubila mentis 
Creſcunt, poſt lacrymas nec minus atra dies. 
Nam triſtes lacrymæ & miſerum teſtantia luctum 
Lumina, te minime dura Corinna! movent. 14 
Sed mihi ploranti cum Tu modo lenis ocellis 
Subrides, cadit & lacryma, abitq. dolor. 


ELEG. 
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N tape, tui immemorem nunquam, me Fata 
retardant Pp £191 £2 
Te procul, & mediis hie poſuere malis. 

Dum tibi Fortuna arridens non ulla negavit 
Gaudia, quæ virtus in ſua jura trahit. 
Utere Fortuna, tua nunc pars aurea vie 
Ferrea dum nobis ſtamina Fata movent. 
Ter juvenis felix quem nondum ſerior ætas 

Edocuit quid fit fata ſiniſtra pati; 
Cui Mane inviſum non unquam fulſit, inerti 


Cui non ulla dies currere viſa gradu. 


Oh quoties notis gaudet mens noſtra reverti 


Sedibus, oh quoties error amicus abit ! 
Sæpe juvat vita dulci ſub imagine rerum 
Preterita ſolito poſſe tenore frui. 


Tunc acri anxietas d ulcedine miſta ſerenat 


Pectora, 
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Pectora, Lætitià dulcior iſte dolor: 

Felix quem ſylvas inter reptare ſalubres 
SpeCtat, quemq. ſuo mulcet Etona ſinu. 
Qua non ulla gravem facies teſtata dolorem, 
Qua vigil anxietas nil fibi ſedis habet. 

Prima illic, longi nobis ſolamen in annos, 
Purus amicitiæ ſemina fudit amor. 

O foveat nobis illa ætas ſemina, meſſem 
Serior ut nunquam lædere poſſit hyems. 

O durent hæc prima diu veſtigia corde 
Non abolenda tuo, non abolenda meo. 

O nunquam pereat nota jucundiſſima mentis, 
Quam potius tempus firmet, alatq. dies, 
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Eccx iterum renovat dulces mea muſa labores, 
Et rurſus ſolitum Carminis urget opus, 

Cum comitis perſtrinxit amor mea corda relicti, 
Labitur in molles mæſta querela modos. 

Et cum dilectam memorat mens triſtis Etonam 
In numeros faciles repere verba ſolent. 

Illà jampridem vixit ſub teſte beatum, 
Tempora nunc pectus novit amara pati. 
Doctrinæq. ſitim, dedit & mihi carminis artem, 
Te ſimul, his donum charius, illa dedit. 
Muneris & nunquam moreretur gratia tanti, 
Nam ſolum hoc fati jure neciſq. caret. 


Preteriit noſtræ velox aurora diei. 


Tu tamen es felix, non ego mæſtus ero. 
4 
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Jam noſtra infuſis miſcentur mella venenis 
Cur querimur : ? maneant pocula pura tibi. 
Fortunam obj urgo minime -quod dona recuſat, 
Abnuit iſta mihi, ſed dedit iſta tibi ; 3 
Iuius æqua derum quantumvis dextra videtur 
Quiſq. tamen trutinam quod bene complet, habet; 


Nm ſi in deliciis habuit te diva beatum, 


r tibi ſors felix, fit quoq. fauſta wiki, 
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